RUSSIAN   AMERICANS

clicked his heels when he stood up, was very military,
and glared at me. He is the editor of a paper called
RassweL I thought he must have been at least a Cossack
general, but it turned out he had been a philosophic
anarchist living in garrets, and is now a good American,
anti-Communist. They say he always glares and never
smiles.  Everybody drank vodka, and I had a glass,
thinking this was as good a cross-section of the Rus-
sians as I'd ever find. A beautiful Circassian girl, with
enormous blue eyes and long golden hair, did fancy
ballroom dancing. The queerest editor of any is a gentle-
man now named Percy who used to be Perzoff, He
belongs to the Mladorossi, " Young Russia," the group
who are Royalists, still Tsarist, though the Tsar is dead.
This is the queerest and most hopelessly idealistic little
group in America, with branches in New York, Detroit,
Cincinnati, Cleveland, and on the West Coast. What
makes the Mladorossi almost impossible for an outsider
to analyse is that, while Tsarist, they are such extreme
political "Liberals" that the Tory element among
conservative Russians considers them almost to be
"Red." Their "pretender" is the Grand Duke Cyril,
whose office is in Paris. I saw a current issue of " Mr
Percy's " newspaper, with a huge picture of the Grand
Duke Cyril on the front page. Under it, which had to
be translated for me, was this editorial tone-poem, in
pica:

Long sufferers in a far land,

We ache with grievance

And dream of the steppes.

O dear Son, come, we call you,

Warm our hearts. To you we yearn from exile.
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